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55 
A rural Proſpect diverſified with Rocks, 


Groves; and a River. Acts and GALATEA 
ſeated by a Fountain. Chorus of Nymphs 

and Shepherds, diſtributed about the Land- 
ſcape; and PoLxvTHEMuus diſcovered ſitting 

upon a Mountain. 


CHORUS 


The pleaſure of the plains ! 

Happy nymphs, and happy [wains, 
Harmleſs, merry, free, and gay, 
Dance and ſport the hours away. 


For us the zephyr blows, 
Por us diſtills the dew, - 
For us unfolds the roſe, 
And flowers diſplay their hue: 


For 


33 


For us the winters rain, 

For us the ſummers ſhine; 
Spring ſwells for us the grain, 
And autumn bleeds the vine. Da copy 


8 


RE CIT ATIVE. 
G Al. A T E A. 


Ve verdant plains, and woody mountains, 
Purling ſtreams, and bubbling fountains, 
Le painted glories of the field, 

Vain are the pleaſures which you yield; 
Too thin the ſhadow of the grove, 

Too faint the gales to cool my love. 


AIR. 


Huſh you pretty warbling choir, 
Your thrilling ſtrains 
Awake my pains, 
And kindle fierce defire : 5 
| Ceaſe your ſong, and take your flight, Þ 
Bring back my Acis to my fight. Da caps. 1 


ATR. 


ACI1S. 


| Where ſhall I ſeek the charming fair? 
Dire& the way, kind genius of the mountains: 
O tell me if you ſaw my dear! 
Seeks ſhe the groves, or bathes in cryſtal 
fountains ? Da capo. 
7 . RECT- 


5 
RECITATTIVE. 


OA D AMON. 
Stay, Shepherd, ſtay ! 
See how thy flocks in yonder valley ſtray. 


What means this melancholy air ! 
No more thy tuneful pipe we hear. 


A I R. 


Shepherd what art thou purſuing ? 
Heedleſs running to thy ruin 

Share our joy, our pleaſure ſhare : 
Leave thy paſſion till to-morrow, 
Let the day be free from ſorrow, 

Free from love, and free from carc. 


Da caps 
KECTTATFTEIVE. 
Acis 
Lo here, my love! | 
Turn, Galatea, hither turn thine eyes; 
Sce at thy feet thy longing Acis lies. 
ATM 
Love in her eyes fits playing, 
And ſheds delicious death; 
Love in her lips is ſtraying BE 
And warbling in her breath: 
Love on her breaſt ſits panting, 


1 And ſwells with ſoft defire ; 
Nor grace nor charm is wanting 
F To ſet the heart on fire. 


RECI. 


„ 8A 
Reil tier. 


GALATEA. 


O! didſt thou know the pains of abſent love, 
Acis would ne'er from Galatea rove. 


TR” 


25 As when the dove 
Laments her love, 
All on the naked ſpray; 
When he returns 
No more ſhe mourns 
But loves the live- long day. 
Billing, cooing, 
Panting, wooing, 
Melting murmurs fill the grove ; 
Melting murmurs, laſting love. 


DUETT. 
Acts and GaLArEA. 


Happy we. | 
What joys I feel What charms I ſee ! 
Of all youths, thou deareſt boy! 
Of all nymphs thou brighteſt fair 


Thou all my bliſs, thou all my joy! Da capo. 


. _CHORUS. 
Happy we, &c. 


„ PART 


- 


. 
CHORUS. 


Retched Lovers! fate has paſt 
This ſad decree : No joy ſhall laſt. 

Wretched lovers ! quit your dream; 

Behold the monſter Polypheme ; 

See what ample ſtrides he takes, 

The mountain nods, the forreſt ſhakes, 

The waves run frighten'd to the ſhores : 

Hark how the thund'ring Giant roars. 


RECITCTIVE. 


PoLYPHEME. 


I rage, I melt, I burn, 

The feeble God has ſtabb*d me to the heart. 

Thou truſty pine, 
Prop of my God-like ſteps, I lay thee by. 
Bring me a hundred reeds of decent growth, 
To make a pipe for my capacious mouth; 
In ſoft inchanting accent let me breathe 
Sweet Galatea's beauty, and my love. 


AI R. 


O ruddier than the cherry! 

O ſweeter than the berry ! 

O Nymph more bright 
Than moon-ſhine night. 


Like 


| E TY 
Like kidlings blithe and and merry ! 
Ripe as the melting cluſter ! 
No lilly has ſuch luſtre; 
Yet hard to tame | * 
| As raging flame, 

And fierce as ſtorms that bluſter. Da caps. 
 RECITATIVE. x y 
PoLVPHEMUS, GALATEA. 

| PoLy. Whither, faireſt art thou running, 

| Still my warm embraces ſhunning ? 

Gar. The lion calls not to his prey, 
Nor bids the wolf the lambkin ſtray. 
PoLy. Thee, Polyphemus, great as Jove, 
Calls to empire, and to love: 
To his palace in the rock, 
To his dairy, to his flock; 
To the grape of purple hue, 
8 To the plumb of gloſly blue; 
Wildings, which, expecting ſtand 
Proud to be gather'd by thy hand, 
Gar. Of infant limbs to make thy food 
And {will full draughts of human blood 
Go monſter bid ſome other gueſt : 
_ I loath the hoſt; Tloath the feaſt. 


AIR. 
PoEYPHEMUS. 

Ceaſe'to beauty to be ſuing ; 

Ever whining love diſdaining, 
Let the brave, their aims purſuing, 

Still be conqu'ring not complaining. 

Ro Da capo. ; 

AIR, 


— 


(PF 
AIR. 
Damon. 


Would you gain the tender creature? 
Softly, gently, kindly treat her : 

Suff'ring is the lover's part: 

Beauty, by conſtraint poſſeſſing, 

You enjoy but half the bleſſing, _ i 
' Lifeleſs charms without the heart. Da capo. 


RKECIFATIVE 
A CIS 


His hideous love provokes my rage. 
Weak as I am, I muſt engage: 
Inſpir'd with thy victorious charms, 
The God of Love will lend his arms. 


AIR. 
Love ſounds th' alarm, 
And fear is a flying: 

When beauty's the prize, 

What mortal fears dying? 
In defence of my treaſure 

Pd bleed at each vein: 
Without her no pleaſure, 

For life 1s a pain. 


AIR. 


DAMO. 
Conſider fond ſhepherd, 
Ho fleeting's the pleaſure 
That flatters our hopes 
In purſuit of the fair. 


And take me dying to your deep abodes. 
| ying to Y Sep CHO. 


hh, Fs 
The joys that attend it, 
By moments we meaſure ; ; 


But life is too little 
To meaſure our care. 


RE CIT ATI VE. 
| GALATEA. 
Ceaſe, O ceaſe, thou gentle youth : 


Truſt my conſtancy and truth; 


Truſt my truth, and pow'rs above, 
The pow'rs propitious ſtill to love. 


ATi. 
Acls, GALATEA, and PoLyYpHEME. 


Acis and The flocks ſhall leave the mountains 
Galatea The woods the turtle dove, 
The nymhs forſake the fountains, 
Ere I forſake my love. 
Poly. Torture! fury! rage! deſpair! 
I cannot, cannot, cannot bear. 


Acis and Not ſhowers to larks more pleaſing, 


Galatea Nor ſun-ſhine to the bee; 
Not fleep to toil ſo eaſing, 
As theſe dear ſmiles to me. 
Poly. Fly ſwift, thou maſly ruin, fly: 
| 'Die, perſumptuous Acis die. 


RECITATIVE 
Acis. 
Help Calatea help, ye parent Gods! 


SW ..3 


1 
CHORUS. 


Mourn, all ye muſes z weep ye ſwains; 
Tune, tune your reeds to doleful ſtrains. 
Groans, cries, and howlings, fill the neigh- 
b'ring ſhore, 
Ah! the gentle Acis is no more. 


SONG and CHORUS: 
GALATEA. 


Muſt I my Acis ſtill bemoan, | 
Inglorious cruſh'd. beneath that ſtone: 
Muſt the lovely charming youth 

Die for his conſtancy Bay. truth? 

Say, what comfort can you find ? 

For dark deſpair: o'erclouds my mind. 


CHORUTUS. 


Ceaſe Galatea, ceaſe to grieve, 

Bewail not, when thou canſt relieve ; 
Call forth thy power, employ thy art, 
The Goddeſs ſoon ſhall heal thy ſmart. 
To kindred Gods the youth return, 
Thro? verdant plains to roll his urn. 


RECITATIVE. 


GALATEA. 


Tis done : Thus I exert my pow'r devine ; 
Be thou immortal, tho? thou art not mine. 


__ AIR. 


* * 


E by 
AIR. 


Heart, thou ſeat of ſoft delight! 
Be thou now a fountain bright; 
Purple be no more thy blood, 
Glide thou like a cryſtal flood; 
Rock, thy hollow womb diſcloſe 
The bubbling fountain, lo! it flows, 
Thro' the plains he joys to rove, 
Murm'ring ſtil] his gentle love. 
1 Galatea, dry thy tears: 
(| _ Acis now a God appears; | 
U See how he rears him from his bed, 
See the wreath that binds his head, 
Hail ! thou gentle murm'ring ſtream, 
Shepherds pleaſure, muſes theme; 
Thro' the plain ſtill joy to rove, 
Murm'ring ſtill thy gentle love. 


? 
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MISCLELLANEOUS ACT. 


* OVERTURE (new)—PLEYEL- 


S ON G—Miſs WORRAL. 


ARK the dreadful din of war, 
Trumpets ſounding from atar ! 
Now their clangor nearer come, 
Loudly roars the ratling drum, 
Ahl my Strephon in my arms, 
Shield the from thoſe rude alarms; 
Here ſequeſter'd let us prove, 
Softeſt joys of peace and love; 
Vet, O yet, you muſt not ſtay, 
See where glory points the way, 
Haſte to join the martial field 
Glory calls, and love muſt yield. 


GRAND CONCER TA NT. * . 


8 O N G.—Mr MEREDITH. 


RM'd with javelin, arm'd with dart. 
With mighty arm and ſteady heart 
We to the battle go—yet ee'r we part 


We join with all our friends ſo dear, 
And 


5 

And fervent adoration pay 
To the bright orb that gave us day, 
Then void of fear we ruſh to meet the foe. 

Station'd on impervious ground, 
We watch their Numbers ſcatter'd round; 
The ſubtle ambuſh then prepare, 
And ſee they fall into the ſnare. 

Hid as in the woods we lay, 
They tread the unſuſpected way: 
Sudden and fierce from every os. 
Upon the aſtoniſh'd foe we ruſh : 
Bold and reſolv'd, and now around 
Hark! the dreadful war: hoop ſound z 
Confufion, terror, and diſmay, 
It ſcatters as it wings its way. 
Then fly—Confufion in their train, 
And ſanguine ſlaughter treads the plain; 
Hark ! our friends the welcome cry, 
Proclaims for us the victory. 
Then fervent adoration pay 

To the bright orb that gave us day. 
. See the feſtive train advance, 
Breathe the muſic, lead the the dance; 
Sound the cymbals, beat the tymbals, 
Haſte in glad proceſſion come 
To our anxious friends at home 
for our reception, who prepare, 
While acclamations fill the air; 
And loudly a whole nation cry, 
Honour, glory, victory. 


0 


G1 


WF 
"ONCERTO CLARINET—Mr WRIGHT. 


GRAND SYMPHONY (new)—HAYDN. 


S ON G—— Mrs SHEPLEY. 


HE morn no more with chearful ray, 


The evening breezes charm no more, 
ſhile love and Damon are away, 


In vain each beauty J explore. 


was Damon's worth firſt fix*d my love, 

His artleſs bluſh his modeſt air; 

is ardent looks in filence prove, 

More than his timid words declare. 
The morn no more, &c 


Ir ſoul's fond hope, my Damon, come, 
O come once more to chear our plains ; 
b pity ah! forebear to roam, 


And Daphne's love ſhall ſoothe thy pains. 
The morn no more, &c. 


DNCERTO FLUTE.—Rev Mr NESFIELD' 


CORONATION ANTHEM. 
Ladock the prieſt, and Nathan the prophet 


tointed Solomon king. 

And all the people rejoiced and ſaid, God 
ve the king, long live the king; may the 
up live for ever, Amen. Hallelujah. 


"oe . 
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